
7 be mo ft lament able Tragedies 

I will moft willingly attend yourLadyfhip. 

Marc* Lucius I will. 

•fttut, How now Lauinia, Marcus whatmeanesthis? 

Some booke there is that Ac defires to feet 
Which i s it girle o f theft? open them boy» 

But thou arcdecperread andbetterskild. 

Come and take choyfe of all my Library, 

And fo beguile thy forro\v,till the heaue»s 1 
Reueale thedambd contriuerof this deede. 

Why lifts Ihc vp her armes in fequence thus ? 

Marc. I thinke ffiemeanes that there was more then one 
Confederate in the faff, 1 more there was : 

Or elfe toheauen Ihcheaucs them for reuenge. 

Thus. Lucius what bookc is that Ihe toffeth fo ? 

Puer . GrandficrtisOuidsMetamorphofis, 

My mother gaue it me. 

eJMarc. For louc ofher thats gone. 

Perhaps Ihe culd it from among the reft. 

Ttttts. Sofc,fo bufily li cturnestheleaues, 
Helpeherjwh.it would Ihe finde? Lauinia {hall I read 
ThisisthetragicketaieofPW<>»s>e/, 

And treates oiTereus treafon and his rape, 

And rape Ifeare was roote of thine annoy. ^ | 

Man* Seebrother fee note how Ihe quotes the leauesj 
Titus. Lauima } wcmho\t thus furprizd fweet girle, 
Rauiihtand wrongd as Philomela was, 

Forcdin the ruthlefle, vaft, and gloomy woods ? 

Scc,fie,l fuch a place there is where wedid hunt, 

(O hadweneuer, neuer huntedthere) 

Patterndby that the Poet heere deferibes, 

By nature made for murthers and for rapes. 

Marc. O why ihouldnaturebuildfofouleadcB, 
Vnlefle the Gods delight in tragedies? 

Ti/.Giue fignes fweet gulc for hserc are nonebut 


ofTimAndronim] 

■WhatRomane Lord it was durft do the deede ? 

Or lionke mt Saturnine ^Tarquin evft, * 

Xbatleftthe Campe to finne inZ,«m>«bed. 

Mare. Sit downe fweet Neece, brother fit dow»e by me, 
Jppolh, PafUt, lout, or Mercury, 

Infpire me that I may this treafon finde. 

My Lord looke heere, lookc heere Lauinia* 

fjewrites his T{ame with hisfiajfe^ and guides it 
rvithfeete and moui hr 

This fandie plot is plaine, guide ifthoucanft 
This after me, 1 haue writ my name, 

Without the lurlpe ofany handatal!. 

Cui ft be that hart that forft vs to this fhift : 

Writethou good Neece, and heere difplay at laft, 

WhatGod will haue difeoucred for reuenge, 

Hcauen guide thy pen Co print thy forro w ts plaine. 

That we may know the traytors and the truth* 

She takestbeftajfe in her mouth, and guides it with her 
jhmpes, and writes, 

Titus. Oh doe ye read my Lord what {he hath writ, 
StxprHWf Chiron , Demetrius, 

Marc, What, what, the lullfull fbnnes oi Tamo/a. 
Perforniersof thishainous bloody deede? 

Titus. Magnt Domnator poli, 

Tam Untus audts feeler dyt ant lent us vide!'? 

Afara Oh calme cheegentle Lord, although I know 
There is enough written vpon this earth,' 

Toftirreatnutenie in the mi! deft thoughts, v 
And artne the m indes of infants to exciaimes. 

My Lord kneelc downe vs ith me,- Lav mm kncele, 

And 




